"A"                                                 INDIAN
I couldn't get back here to the bungalow un-
observed.
S------G------bowed me out of the library and
must seemingly have picked up my topee, which, it
being by this time after five, I no longer needed.
S------G------carried my topee to the door and
there handed it to my runner, who had been squat-
ting at the door against any message I might have
wanted to send out from the board room.
So we dropped into line, the lean Principal bare-
headed, the gigantic clerk with small round black
velvet cap, the half-naked runner with gleaming
brown skin over his fine torso, and his smiling face
showing lovely white teeth.
Of the three of us, it seems to me that he alone
was worthy of any note, for he was, at least, a lovely
animal.
Along the pink sandstone cloisters we went, the
little procession. From the drive beyond, people
turned from their yellow and white cars to watch
us pass. I stepped out on to the lawn in front of
nay office between the glorious beds of zinnias, each
taking a deeper colour in the evening light from
the ochre and red of the dusty rays.
I picked a big cinnamon zinnia and idiotically put
it in my buttonhole, where it must have looked
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